Year III Its collapse shattered windows from Canton to
Vladivostok Ungern was found under a fragment of the
rums, quietly crushed to death '
'I hope,5 said Mane Anne, 'that you're going to write
more simply than you talk'
She paused for reflection When she spoke again, there
was a pucker at the root of her nose
'Psychologically,' she went on, cyou may manage all
right But what about historically? You're not very
definite, arc you ? It's not very clear where your story
takes plac c, or when '
cln 1920   In the Far East'
'It's a long way off, the Far East To most of us it
doesn't mean much but Japan and China And 1920 is a
long way off too What kind of place is this Mongolia
of yours ?'
I sketched a big circle m the air
'And what was the civil war like?'
I ventured a vague smile
Mane Anne stared at me thoughtfully A furrow was
imprinted between her eyebrows
'You'll have to say how Ungern dressed And whether
he had a moustache or not'
'I sec him clean-shaven,' I put in smoothly
'Perhaps he was But how did he become a general?
Where did he fight > And against whom? He wasn't all by
himself, cither What were the names of his comrades?
At what time docs it get dark in Mongolia? Was Ungern
a good horseman? Did he like eating arid drinking? Was
he fond of women? Djd he smoke1* There are trees and
birds in Siberia What kind of trees, and what kind of
birds? Could Ungern speak Mongol? And what became
of his children?*
Mane Anne worked herself up as she talked Her ques-
tions straddled one another in disorder They raised a
whirlwind of schoolboy memories, sentences out of text-